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dropped his heavy hook Immediately the German searchlights began to play, and soon the German machine guns barked madly The boys out in the street lay flat, without moving A searchlight went over them carefully once, then again The enemy apparently decided that they, too, were dead. The searchlights went off
The boys withdrew reluctantly The first to reach us reported that the bodies fell to pieces when touched by the hooked poles and that they swarmed with rats that scurried for cover when our men approached We held another council of war.
"It isn't worth while to lose our lives," one of the "gatherers* said. **You can't help them dead ones, anyhow."
"But it isn't the dead ones we re concerned about," I protested "It*s the living The people who live in these houses around here can't breathe that infected air. We've got to do something about it"
"The lady's sure right," another "gatherer" declared, "what with them lousy rats running all over."
We decided to try to remove at least one body, the most obnoxious, which was that of a small boy, one of the first to be killed. It lay close to the stall inhabited houses on the corner of Gesta Street, right near an iron fence enclosing a little garden facing the street It seemed feasible to stretch out one's arm to touch his clothing The plan was worth trying Through tunnels and cellars and ditches we made our way to Gesta Street
I had rubber gloves on and I offered to try to pull the boy's body over to the fence There was not too much danger because our observer had told us that the Germans had that very morning removed their machine gun from their post on the University wall facing Gesta Street Even in case of an unexpected German sortie, we had a good chance of escaping.